STAGE CONFIDENCES                285
fervour I fear I ill-appreciated, " Oh, I hope you vill go to heaven!" then quickly qualified it, "dat is, clat I don't mean right avay, dis minute —only ven you can't keep avay any longer! "
Then she sprang to her dress hanging on the hook, and after struggling among the roots of her pocket, found the opening, and with triumph breathing from every feature of her face, she brought forth a small white cube, and cried out, "Youst you look at dat f"
I did ; it seemed of a stony structure, white with a chill thin line of pink wandering forlornly through or on it (I am sure nothing could go through it); but the worst thing about it was the strange and evil smell emanating from it. And this evil, white, hard thing had been purchased from a pedler under the name of soap, fine shaving or toilet soap, and now Semantha was delightedly offering it to me, to use every night, and I with immense fervour prom-
 the other girl and passionately cried, " Und she,ood sample of each side-d snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
